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The Poem 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s not really a poem | know, but it was just the little idea what would happen if someone would find it.. 


His hair, shinier and redder than a sunset 

His skin, so pale and beautiful you just want to touch every part of it 
His eyes, so green and intense they get you from the first moment 

| could drown in them and so don't want to survive 

His voice, like and angle's 

Making every single hair on my neck rise 

Giving me Goosebumps as soon as he moves his lips 

Those gorgeous lips, oh how | wish | could kiss them 

But will he ever know how perfect he is? 

Will he ever know what | feel for him? 


Will he ever know how much | love him? 


Never, just never ever ever write a love-poem on your tour bus. Especially not a poem about your lead 


singer. And most of all, never ever let it lying around on your bed when you're not in the bus. 


As Slash got back into their tour bus he heard laughing and quoting. It was still all fine until he realized what 
his bandmates were quoting. It was then when Izzy noticed the other guitarist and slagged: "Oh Slash. | never 
knew you were such a poet." 


Big laughter of Duff and Steven Fuck. Slash had to fight to not puke right at the spot or burst out into tears. 
That was the worst what could've happen. How the fuck did they get his poem? 


Now it was Duffs part: "And what was that with the eyes? Ah yeah... well Axl would you let Slash drown in 
your eyes?" Again big laughter of the other musicians as Slash realized, that the singer was also in the bus. 


He was sitting on his bed in silence. 


Fuck, what would he say? Right now he said nothing. And he didn't look at him either. On the edge of crying, 
Slash ripped the page out of Izzy's hand: "That's mine. In future you just leave my fucking stuff on my fucking 
bed." 


Izzy just laughed and watched the curled haired stumping off to his bed and forcly shutting the curtains. He 
could still hear them laugh. Fuckers. Fucking fuckheads. No, he was the fuckhead. Why did he let that happen? 
Why did he even let such feelings come up? He knew, from the beginning on that couldn't go well. 


Fuck he felt tears running down his face. Silently he cried nearly the rest of the night. In the early hours of 
the morning the others were finally asleep but Slash was still awake. Suddenly the curtains of his cabin got 
shifted back and a dark figure moved into the semi-darkness. Slash immediately knew that it was his beloved 


singer and shyly he shifted to one end of the bed. 


They just sat there for a while, silent until Slash couldn't bear it any longer and he whispered: "Axl I'm sorry. | 
didn't want to embarrass you." His voice was kinda broken for he was still a bit crying. "Slash are you crying?" 
Axl seemed concerned, not mockingly. The guitarist shook his head and bowed it a bit more, to cover his wet 


eyes. 


Then he felt the soft hand of the older man on his cheek, softly pushing his head up, to force him to look into 
his eyes: "Slash please don't cry. There's no need to cry." 

His thumb was caressing his cheek, wiping away the tears and in a gentle voice Axl went on: "I liked the poem." 
Immediately Slash's eyes lightened up, but there was still uncertain in them: "You did?" 

Axl nodded: "So... If you wish to kiss my lips so much, why don’t you just do it?" Slash was startled. Was that a 
direct offer now? Could he - Should he kiss him? 

Fuck it, this might be his only change and it couldn't get any worse anyway. 

Gingerly he pressed their lips together and had that great sensation of thousand butterflies in his stomach. 
They parted after a few seconds and Axl smiled at him: "Will you write other poems like that one for me?" 


Slash smiled back shyly: "If | get more kisses like that..?" 


The Poem 2 


Author's Notes: 
| hope that was a satisfying second part. For this story | have no exact idea were it should lead, so if you 
have any suggestions or wishes please tell mel :) 


And | don\'t mean to offend anyone with this story for it\'s all just fictional. 


„You're writing another gay poem?" Slash heard someone snarling. It was Duff who just entered the bus. 


It was a couple of days after they found his first poem for Axl and he was alone in the bus, so he wanted to 
write another one. The last days were filled with a crazy mix of all kind of emotions. The guitarist was so 
fucking happy that Axl seemed to share his love, or at least he seemed very interested in him. But all the 
nasty comments of their band members were shit. Axl was tough enough to just ignore them, but Slash was a 


sensitive guy and especially the hard comments of his best friend hurt the most. 


Was it really that big problem for Duff, that he loved another guy? 

I'm not gay for the thousands time. | just... like one guy.” Slash tried to explain. "Yeah. Whatever." Duff 
shrugged and got himself some booze of their mini fridge. 

"Duff what's your problem? I'm still the same guy y'know?!" 

The bassist looked at the darker one and sighted in disbelieve. "What? | still am the same!" Slash stated. 
"Whatever. Have fun fucking Axl but please keep your fucking moaning down this time." Duff just said and left 
the bus again. 


What the hell was wrong with him? If Slash wouldn't have known it better he'd say Duff was jealous. But why 
should he be? That between Axl and him was something totally different than he had with Duff. 


However Slash got distracted by the singer entering their bus. He immediately beamed at him and the ginger 
walked over and let himself down beside Slash. "Hey, what ya doing?" Axl asked in his soft voice. Like always in 
the last days Slash needed some effort to focus when he spoke to Axl. When the other man was so close his 
mind never stayed calm. "Uhm... just hanging around.. Waiting.” "For what?" Axl shifted a bit closer. Slash 
grinned shyly: "For you." 


Axl's broad grin started all the butterflies in Slash's stomach again. He leant into a kiss and the exciting feeling 
went downwards. Fuck not so fast, he thought. Axl had straddled his hips now and pushed him back on his bed. 
Their kiss was passionate and longing and very arousing. While Slash already opened his pants Axl found time to 
close the curtains of his cabin bed. Both topless Axl nibbled on Slash's neck what made him purr and tugging on 
his hair. "Fuck Axl.. wait" Slash gasped. Axl seemed to not hear him for he carried on kissing his chest. "Axl 
wait. Please wait!" Slash pushed the singer up a bit. That looked at him confused and Slash bit his lips: "| uhm... 
you always... If you carry on like that I'll come too quickly. But | want you to have fun as well" Axl chuckled: 


"But | have fun. | love to give you all the pleasure. | love to see you come." He planted a soft kiss on the 


guitarists full lips, "And you never failed to make me come too." He grinned cheekily at the other one and 
started to kiss his chest again 


But Slash flung them around to smile down on Axl which looked amused. Fuck that redhead was so fucking 
beautifull He had to kiss every inch of him. Very slowly his kisses trailed down the pale body. As he reached 
his erection and uncovered it he heard Axl gasp again Gentle he kissed the tip of it and enjoyed Axl's moan But 
he didn't had time to treat him long for the singer soon leant up and made attempts to turn them around 


agai n. 


Slash wasn't surprised for it was always the way Axl wanted it. He would let Slash start maybe, but in the end 
he was the boss and he finished it and he would fuck Slash. 


His hard thrusts were the perfect contrast to his tender kisses, Axl planted on Slash's neck and back. Their 
groans went louder and Slash didn't need long to reach a fantastic climax. He cried out the singer's name which 
emptied himself into him and then collapsed on him. 


As he lied beside Slash again the guitarist rested his head on his shoulder and put an arm around his waist. He 
always snuggled up like that after they had sex and Axl thought it was adorably cute. 

But normally he wasn't that silent so Axl asked: "Everything alright Slash?" The musician sighted: "Yeah well... 
its just Duff and the others... All their fucking comments." Axl pulled him a bit closer: "Fuck them. They don't 
have to say anything. Izzy also acts like a dick They'll get bored of it soon so forget it" "You think so?" Slash 
asked. Axl nodded. 


Although he wasn't so sure himself, for Izzy reacted really extreme. He had hardly talked to the other 
guitarist in the last days and if, then just in a very nasty way. As for Axl he also just had short sentences 


and never started long conversations himself. 


But he didn't wanna think about that now. Lying here with Slash, he just wanted to be happy. The other man 


shifted even closer and gripped his hand which charmed a smile on Axl's lips. 


The Poem 3 


Author's Notes: 
Uhm yeah sorry it took me so long. It\'s all made up and | hope you enjoy it. 


„What? You prefer it to sit here with me than fucking your boyfriend?" Axl heard the nasty snarl. 


He had just sat down beside Izzy in a cheap bar to finally talk to his best friend. "Izzy what's your problem? | 


thought we're best friends. That should count more than me... well liking a man.." Axl let his voice fade. 


Suddenly Izzy glared at him: "I thought we were best friends too. But what a friend am | that you can't even 
tell me that you're a fucking faggot?!" "I'm not a faggot!" "You're sleeping with Slash aren't you?" Izzy asked. 
They got an alerted look off the barman and Axl hushed: "Can you please keep it down?" 

The guitarist laughed: "Oh you don't want anyone to know? Yeah | mean how would it look like? The famous Axl 


Rose and Slash of Guns N' Roses fucking each other... Oh no - sounds like an awesome headline." 


‘Izzy please.." Axl's voice sounded pleading now. He got another nasty look from the other man: "Fuck you Axl." 
Then he stood up and left the bar, Axl rushing after him. Quickly he outran him and smashed his back against 
the next wall: "No fuck you Izzy. We talk now! I've done nothing wrong to you. It isn't like we had something 
going on. So what the hell is your fucking problem Izzy?!" The other shout back: "You wanna know what my 
fucking problem is?" "Yeah! C'mon tell me finally!" "You didn't tell me. | know we're not 13 anymore, but | 
thought we were friends Axl. Best friends! Who trust each other and tell each other about every shit going on 
in their lives!" his dark eyes burned into the green ones, "Now who am | Axl? Am | still your best friend you 


can tell anything or am | just.. a member of your band?" 


The singer had let go off him by now and was lost for words. He looked down and that did it for Izzy. He 
pushed Axl away and strode off: "Ah fuck it Axl" "No, Izzy." Axl reached for the others hand to make him 
stop. 

"l'm sorry. | really am. | should've told ya earlier. l.. | just.. | didn't know it was kinda weird y’know.." his voice 
was sincere, "Please Izzy | still don't know what that all is, but | need my best friend on my side. Please forgive 
me." But the dark haired had his pride: "What about Slash? If you have him now... you'll just forget about me 
again..." 

Axl shook his head: "No. Thats something different with him. | know you nearly all my life Izz and | love you. | 
could never forget about you or leave you." 

And finally his friend smiled at him again and pulled him into a hug: “You're a fucking weirdo Axl Rose. You know 
that right?" Axl laughed too: "I know." 


Just about IO meters away Slash tried to swallow down the tears that tried to raise. He had just witnessed 
Axl, the man he loved, confess his love to another man. Okay Izzy was his best friend, but Axl had never told 
Slash that he loved him. Maybe he didn't. Maybe he just loved his fucking Izzy and Slash was just a good fuck. 


His disappointment and pain turned into anger and he went into the next bar. So with an decent amount drinks 
intus Slash met Duff on the toilets which held him up from leaving. "Not now Duff. | had a shit day and | don't 
need your shit comments now." Slash said and tried to get past his band member. The blonde looked at him: 
"Who says | was about to make a shit comment?" Slash sighed: "Cause that's all what you're doing the last 
days. | really don't know what's your problem okay? But | don't fucking need any shit comment tonight." And 
suddenly Duff revealed his problem: "You know what's up with me? It's that.. | thought.. Fuck Slash | thought 
there's something... | mean we're Slash and Duff! | thought there's something between us. And okay fine you're 
gay, but with fucking Axl? What the hell? | mean." But suddenly he stopped talking and just started kissing the 
still puzzled guitarist. 


The Poem 4 


Author's Notes: 
Uhm | just own my words and well hope you enjoy them :) 


Slash stared into the hazel eyes of his best friend. Why the fuck did Duff just kiss him? He never thought he 
would like him like this.. But yeah, Duff was right. There was something between them. And Axl loved fucking 
Izzy... 


This time Slash answered Duff's kiss. He wasn't entirely sure himself if it was still anger and he wanted a 
payback on Axl, or he really wanted this man, but his passion was growing. He took over the leading now and 
pushed Duff back, kissing his neck, curious how far he would really go. The blonde winced at a harsh bite 
quickly followed by a sexy smile. As he crushed their lips back together they lost grip on the slippery floor 
and as they landed laughing on the floor Duff suggested: "Maybe we should get outta here.." Slash's smile grew 
even bigger and he nodded. 


The next thing he remembered was the next morning when he awoke with a hangover. Groaning he turned 
around in his bed and was directly confronted with Duff which was also just waking up. 


"Fuck" 


"Oh now that's nice. Are you greeting all your fucks in the morning like that?" Duff's voice was still a bit 
croaky. Slash wiped his hair out of his eyes: "l'm. no I'm sorry. So we.. we did fuck?" Duff leant up a bit: "You 
don't remember?" The curly one shook his head. 

"Yeah we were both pretty hammered last night" Duff grinned, "But erm no we didn't fuck" "We didn’t?" "No... 
Although it was a fucking good kiss, wasn't it?" Slash smiled back: "Oh yeah it was." 


"Listen uhm... | think | need a little walk." Slash started to climb out of the bus-bed. 
But as soon as he had ripped back the curtains he frowned as he looked directly into a gingers face. That 
quickly looked between his two band coluages and before Slash could even try to say something he was out of 


the bus. 


Shit! Axl!" the guitarist rushed after him but couldn't catch him anymore. Shit what had he done? He loved 
Axl. How could he even think of kiss anybody else? Well Duff kissed him in the first place.. Slash felt like he 
wanted to tear his hair out. Now that Duff suddenly apparently liked him that way.. And the kiss last night 
was good, but.. He loved Axl. Yeah he had to get that right first. But how? He knew Axl so he knew it wouldn't 


be easy to make the redhead even listen to him... 


Now the left-behind Duff felt just shit. Last night after a few drinks it felt all right and reasonable to kiss 
Slash, but now? He got distracted by their drummer entering the tour bus. The blonde leaped up and grapped 


the other blonde: "Stevie | need to talk to you. You're coming with me!" Surprised the man giggled a bit: "Okay... 


They walked side by side for a while till one fair-head asked the other: "So what's wrong Duffy?" "I think I've 
done something terrible.. A big mistake that maybe jeopardize my friendship to Slash.." Duff began. Steven 
looked at him interested so he carried on: "Why the hell did | kiss him? I'm not even gay. But." He didn't know 
how to end the sentence but it seemed like Steven did: "But you're afraid to lose him?" "Yeah. Exactly." He 
nodded. "But just as a friend right.. Or did you ever like Slash more than. just a friend?" Steven asked further. 
Duff thought about it: "No actually.. No it's just.. Now the only important person for Slash seems to be Axl. 
And that sucks! | want my best friend back!" 

"And you thought you achieve that with snogging him?" Duff looked at his mate: "What the hell is up with you 
today? You sound like a shrink." Steven chuckled: "But a good one right?" Duff shrugged and Steven reviled: "I 
fucked one last night. And her first advised would always be: Talk! Damn she was kinda genious! Not just.. you 
know damn good in bed. But that chick was clever.." Duff smiled but then got serious again: "What do you think 
of „well them?" "Slash and Axl?" Steven asked back, "Well.. they're still the same guys... And if it makes them 
happy.. | just don't want any drama and then one want's to quit and all. That's a no go, but as long as they're 
happy." Duff looked at his friend for a while: "You're right. Damn Stevie that chick's good for you! You should 
stick to her!" He ruffled the other one's hair which laughed. 


The Poem 5 
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Uh I\'m sorry it took me that long.. And | think that story is not really one of my best.. | hope you enjoy it 


anyway :) 


As Slash entered the bar he saw Axl sitting with Izzy and hesitated for a second. Damn he wanted to talk to 
him alone. Anyway, he had to talk to him and get everything right again so he walked over and cleared his 
throat: "Axl. Hey we gotta talk | know it looked shit, but it's really not what it seemed like. Please talk to me 
Axl." 

The singer didn't even look at him: "Fuck off Slash." 

"Axl please. Will you please just listen to me?" before he could say more he got interrupted by the other 
guitarist: "Didn't you hear him? He said ‘Fuck off. So fuck off Slash." 

"You shut up Izzy." Slash glared at the dark haired man. He had always tried to get along well becouse he knew 
how much he meant to Axl. But not fucking right now. For once Izzy should step back and let him and Axl alone. 
It didn't seem like that, for Axl defended his best friend: "Don't you fucking tell Izzy to shut up." Slash groaned: 
"But | don't wanna talk to him right now. | wanna talk to you. In private." "But Axl doesn't wanna talk to you" 
Izzy interrupted again. "You don't have to decide that Fucker." Slash snapped. In a spotting voice he answered: "| 
don't decide for him, but if my.. lover would fuck another guy | wouldn't wanna speak with him. So do us a 
favor and drag your gay ass out of that bar again." 

"You didn't..." Slash hissed. Both men glared at each other, even Axl seemed alarmed now. "Oh yes | did" Izzy 
stated. 

And before he could really get a spotting grin on his face he had Slash's fist on that. Immediately the 
bartender shouted: "Hey! You two- get out" 

The lead guitarist stormed out first, followed by his band members. As soon as they were in fresh air Izzy 
punched back. They exchanged a couple of hard strokes but finally Izzy landed a surprising one that knocked 
Slash off his feet. 


He turned to Axl: "You coming back inside?" The read head looked from his friend to his lover: "|. uhm." You 
could still hear anger in Izzy's voice: "He fucking cheated on you. And you wanna stay with him now?!" Axl 
looked at the nearly unconscious man at the ground: "He's still our lead guitarist." Izzy looked at him too then 
shrugged and went back inside the bar. 

Axl kneeled down beside Slash and gently brushed his hair back: "You alright?" Slash blinked and groaned as 
answer. "C'mon then" Axl pulled him up and supported him as they walked to a motel. "What're we doing here?" 
Slash asked puzzled. "You need a shower and a proper bed. Not that shitty ones in the bus." Axl dragged him 
further inside. 


Axl paid for a room and helped Slash to undress and enter the shower. Slash's lip and knuckles were still 
bleeding and he had many bruises on his upper body, which Axl gently examined. They've been silent all along 


but Slash couldn't stand it any longer: "Why are you so nice to me? You're not mad anymore?" Axl was 


searching for an excuse: "| couldn't let you just lie there.. You're still in my band." "Axl. Please. | am so so 
sorry what | did. | didn't sleep with Duff. Really not. We just kissed. And l'm so fucking sorry for that. | just 
love you. l.. | was just angry that you.." The other man looked up: "That | what?" Slash sighed: "That you and 
Izzy have that special thing. | know he's just your best friend. | mean he is right? But.. you can easily tell him 
you love him and..." 

Axl looked at the man in front of him and he just couldn't be mad anymore. This man just loved him. So he 
said: "And | can't tell you the same? That's what's bothering you isn’t it?" Slash nodded. Axl pushed his head up 
again so he could look him in his eyes: "I knew Izzy most of my life. That's why | trust him and | can tell him | 
love him. Slash l.. | really really care about you. | don't know if its love, but you know me. Please give me time. 
| can't just.. You know me.." Slash gulpea: "I'm sorry Axl, | know. I'm sorry what | did Can you please forgive 
me?" 

Axl watched him apparently considering it hardly: "Yes. | forgive you." And even thought his whole body was 
aching of pain Slash produce and enormous smile on his lips: "I love you Axl" Axl smiled back and lent forward 


into a gentle kiss. 


